20                           PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

For a couple of hours we climbed up the opposite hillside.
Peasants here and there were tilling narrow strips of field,
walking behind the small wooden harrows  drawn by slow,
plodding oxen; little boys, the colour of the soil, were sitting
on the ploughs, using their scanty weight to drive the plough-
shares deeper.   About eight o'clock we arrived on the col   I
remember how we all stood in silence before the glorious line of
peaks glistening in the early morning sunlight*    Close at hand
on either side a soft breeze was brushing across the barley,
while overhead eagles wheeled against the blue.    The porters
came up close behind us, some of them bringing handfuls of
yellow raspberries.   As each man topped the pass he sang out
boisterously in praise of the Great Ones.   ** Hail to Jamnotri! "
(source of the Jamna).   " Hail to Gangotri! "   " To the white
lord of Kedarnath, homage! M    (Its Weisshorn-Iike pyramid
occupied the centre of the picture.)   " To Badrinath," (sacred
to Vishnu) " all Hail! "   We would willingly have gazed all
day, but the thought of the heat, awaiting us in the valley
below, made us cut short this joyous moment and we set off
on the*descent to Dharasu.

Our way followed the Bhagirat'hi valley, now making height
steadily, now rising suddenly, when rocky narrows forced the
path to take a higher level. We had got into our stride now,
arrangements were working smoothly, and we felt in a carefree
frame of mind, .able to let our attention wander among the
countless new things which met us at every turn* To allude
to them all separately would need a volume; so I will first de-
scribe a typical day, and afterwards mention one or two happen-
ings that stood out with special prominence.

We usually woke about five and, while breakfast was cooking,
strapped up our holdalls and struck the tents; for the porters
would be already hovering round impatient to get off in the cool.
Then, after indicating a place some fifteen miles away for the
next camp, we let them straggle off, each at Ms own pace;
the faster ones, to whom things first needed on arrival had been
entrusted, forged on ahead, while the older ones trudged behind
slowly. We were then free to employ our own time OB the
march as we pleased, pausing to take photographs or to bathe
in an inviting pool or to pass the time of day with some friendly
pilgrims bound like ourselves for Gangotri.
This valley is sacred to Shiva, the Aspect of the Hindu Trinity